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Results of American

miss it.

@ By SisreR VINCENT,

S.N.D. de N.

No. 5

In Puerto

Control

An enlightening statement of conditions on the
Island of Puerto Rico. Very interesting, too.
Don’t

1944

Rico

On the basis of the three promises thus mede, that
is, protection for person and property, prosperity, and
the immunity and blessings of a liberal government,
conditions in 1944 in the island can be examined.

The conditions of health in the island might be considered as of prime importance in personal protection.
These can be judged from a few statements.
‘The

UERTO RICO is a case apart. None of the
United States overseas possessions in 1898, or even
today, was quite like it. Three things distinguished it:
its fully developed national unity, its fast growing
population, ethnically united, and its large white majority. Its language, culture, and customs, steeped in
Hispanic tradition and background were extremely
deep-rooted. The United States, more or less experimenting in territorial government in 1898, was to provide an adequate basis of law and order for the $15,000
inhabitants. They had neither requested annexation
nor staged a revolution to secede from Spain. From
Spain they had received better treatment than that
accorded other possessions and had even been launched
upon an autonomous form of government when Gen-

eral Miles and his troops landed on the island on
23. It is said the natives welcomed the invaders
refused to assist the Spanish soldiers in their
defense operations. ‘They were probably more
gratified at the assuring tone of the proclamation
Its promises were
eral Miles made to them.
now, would want
and
then
American,
any
which
rule. General
our
under
coming
to a people
said in part:

July
and
weak
than

Genthose
made
Miles

The people of the United States bring you
the fostering arm of a nation of free people,
whose greatest power is in justice and humanity
to all those living within its fold ... to bring you
protection, not only to yourselves, but to your

mortality rate is twice as high as in the United States
and

Canada,

phere.

and the highest in the western

hemis-

Five times as many people are tubercular in

the island as in the United States. Ninety per cent of
the rural population and 4o per cent of the urban are
infected with hookworm. Of the residents along the
coastal plain, 22 to 50 per cent have malaria. ‘The
causes of these diseases are inferior diet, housing and
clothing.

The few very wealthy in the island are not included
in the

1,900,000

whose

chief

food is rice and

beans.

Rats grow to one-half size on a diet of this kind.

‘To

this diet can be traced the high tuberculosis rate. With
the average yearly salary at $120 for the family and food
prices higher than those of continental United States,
there is little wonder that three out of four Puerto Ricans are in a state of chronic starvation.

In a climate in which adequate housing would require shelter from only sun and rain, 75 per cent of the
people live in what New Yorkers would class as slum
conditions, and one-third of these slums, housing more

than 250,000 human beings in urbar areas, are considered the worst in the world. Many are reclaimed land
areas where the drainage has been variously effective

from swamp conditions to a foot or so deep in water.
‘There are no sanitation
hundreds of families.

facilities, one spigot

serving

property, to promote your prosperity, and to bestow upon you the immunities and blessings of

In the typical jibaro shack of the inland region, ten
to twelve men, women and children eat and sleep in

the liberal institutions of our government.

the

same

room.

In

the

city slum

dwellings

the

aver-
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age is four or five to the room. ‘There is no pretense

Rico was reported as a Catholic island without religion,

at privacy. Generations of such crowding have resulted
in a virtual disappearance of sexual morality and a
consequent increase in disease. Father Leo ‘Trese,
writing in ComMonweEAat of a recent visit to the island,
gives a graphic picture of conditions in Fonguito, one
of the slums around San Juan.

it is even more so today. ‘Then church attendance had
almost wholly been given up. People were antagonistic
toward the Spanish priests, many of whose lives were
a reproach to their office. American missionaries since
the United States occupation have never been able to
bring back the people to active Catholicity. ‘Today
there are too few priests, only 240 for the 2,000,000
people. The Protestants in the meanwhile have not
been idle and can report 500 missionaries in the Puerto
Rican field today.

We entered a shack here and there, visiting
the sick: a young man of 20, syphilitic and intermittently insane; a middle-aged woman in the last
stage of tuberculosis; a young matron dying. As I
followed gingerly down the narrow lanes, stepping
from tin cans to rocks in the vain hope of preserying dry feet; as I passed here a little girl minus a
hand, there another startlingly cross-eyed; here a
one-legged boy and there a man with legs incredibly twisted beneath him; as I looked at naked
children squatting in the scum, playing with empty
bottles, and lean pigs rooting in the mire beside

the children, it seemed like a horribly overdone
movie set, an impossible nadir of human

misery.

People who cannot afford sufficient food are going
to spend relatively less on clothing. So the vast majority of Puerto Ricans are clad in rags, and shoes are an
unknown luxury. ‘The latter fact accounts for the great
prevalence of hookworm, which might be prevented so
easily.
All these social ills have been blamed on over-population. This is not an accurate appraisal. It is true that
the over 2,000,000 inhabitants form one of the world’s

greatest population densities per square mile. ‘There is
an extremely high birth rate. In 1936, as a result of
pressure from the United States, the island legislature
legalized the distribution of information on artificial
birth control. ‘This measure has been ineffective. Father Trese suggests a religious and moral revival which
would eliminate the 32 per cent of illegitimate births.
Someone remarked when the Birth Control Bill was
being considered that what was needed was not a measure to limit the number in the family, but to limit the
number of families one man can have. Of the three
United

States possessions,

Puerto

Rico,

the Hawaiian

Islands, and the Virgin Islands, Puerto Rico is the only
one in which births are not registered and so not stated
in the census. It is also the only United States posses:
sion for which the United States lists those consensually married. ‘The number is equal to 40 per cent of

those legally married.

Property protection, to assure the Puerto Ricans of
their rich agricultural land, was provided for in the
Organic Act of 1900. No land in excess of 500 acres
was to be held by any individual. ‘Through the years
this law has been quietly and consistently violated. By
1938 all the silt-covered coastal plains and choice mountain land was owned by a few big sugar companies and
well-to-do native farmers. In that year the Insular Department of Justice began enforcement of the 500-acre
clause. But the real work of reform along this line
came with the radical legislation passed by the 1940
insular legislature in which for the first time the conservative republican element, representing the Big Four
(The Central Aguirre, Fajardo Sugar Company, South

Puerto Rico Sugar Company, Eastern Sugar) and other
moneyed interests of the island, lost the majority.

‘The measures were put through by a new political
group which rose from nothing to prominence in less
than two years. Under the leadership of Luis MunozMarin the Populares are attempting to place under state
control the means and tools of production in Puerto
Rico. A series of government corporations known as
Authorities were established to take over every public
utility on the island. ‘The Land Authority is the most
controversial feature for it has been empowered to buy

up all land held in excess of 500 acres by companies as
well as individuals. ‘The purpose is to redistribute the
land among the more energetic jibaros and by keeping
the control in the country, keep the money there also.
Experience gained from the work of the Puerto
Rican Reconstruction
Administration
(1937-1941)
proved that co-operative farming cannot succeed in the
island, because

of the character of the

Puerto

Rican.

‘The general apathy and curious lack of ambition may

well be the result of years of abject poverty which has
killed initiative and foresight. At any rate, physical
labor is more than frequently regarded as an evil to be

avoided as far as possible, and especially where one is
This

appalling

moral

condition

evidences

the relig-

ious indifferentism of the island. ‘The Catholic Church,
of which nearly all Puerto Ricans are nominal members, is definitely on the decline. If even in 1899 Puerto
Page four

an

owner.

‘lhe new

Proportional

Benefit

being tried to circumvent these human

Farms

factors.

are

‘The

state leases 100 to 500 acres of land to a qualified farmer who manages the farm as if it were his own, hiring

and firing laborers, paying them the going wage. They
have no voice in the management, their relation to the
manager being practically the same as it previously was
to the big absentee-owned sugar companies. But at the
end of the year when expenses have been paid, and the
lessee takes out 5 to 15 per cent profit, the profits are
divided among the workers according to their year’s payroll earning.
The general prosperity of Puerto Rico, of which General Miles assured the populace in 1898, has been variously promoted and neglected during our period of control. Many argue that the island was already degenerating economically and socially, and that the United
States las succeeded only in slowing down the process.

On the one hand there is the statement of President

Coolidge in 1928 that no promises have been made that
have not been fulfilled and on the other, the statement

of the present governor of the island that he is trying
to effect reforms that should have been begun a generation ago. One is inclined to believe the latter after
discovering that attempts to alleviate the plight of the
people were first begun during the governorship of Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., during the Hoover administration.
In 1933 telief on a large scale was inaugurated by the
United States government, under the Federal Emer-

tically nothing because of the effect of the Wages and
Hours Act which paid higher prices to worker but made

the ultimate price of the articles prohibitive.

‘Tourist

trade suffers from lack of good hotels, good food, a safe

water supply, and sport facilities. Yet this is probably
the one industry for which Puerto Rico by nature is
best

and which

suited,

might

be built

up with

least

expense.
The United States prides itself on its educational system as a blessing of its government. This has been extended to Puerto Rico. In 1898 there were few schools
and 85 per cent of the 815,000 were illiterate. ‘Today
there are 1,800 schools and illiteracy has dropped to 30
per cent of the 2,000,000 people. However, in 1944,
one-third of Puerto Rican children are getting no
schooling at all, and one-half of those in attendance go
‘The 1940 census
no farther than the fourth grade.
lists 6,000 teachers with an average yearly salary of $834.
For education, the amount of money spent per capita
of the total population was $3.99. The amount for Ohio
was $19.82, and the average in the United States was
$17.17. Evidently not enough has been done for education.

Of all the immunities and blessings which have come

000,000 was spent. In that year, foreseeing the abandonment of this legislation, President Roosevelt created

to Puerto Rico, through our government, those of freedom of speech and right to vote seem to be the ones
through which the present condition of the island can

the Puerto Rican Reconstruction Administration. In six

be remedied.

gency Relief Administration.

Up

to 1937 about $182,

years the government spent over $86,000,000. From July
1938, to June, 1943, WPA expenditures on military
projects totaled another $45,000,000. It is evident then
that the failure to advance Puerto Rican prosperity has
not been due to a lack of United States funds.
In 1937 a report on the work of reconstruction
stressed the fact that the island would never be prosperous unless it underwent basic reorganization. A purely
agricultural economy, especially one so specialized, cannot support a dense population. The fact that absentee-owned corporations control one-fourth of the national income is actually a minor factor in the country’s
degradation since the employees of these corporations
are the least destitute of all peasant families. The objectionable influence of these corporations lies chiefly in
their attempts to keep the island on an agricultural basis. Lack of fuel for power is one of the chief natural
drawbacks to industrialization. The greatest asset of the
island is its manpower. Apparently the prosperity of the
island will depend upon a full use of this asset in industry.
The rum

thriving

industry is the only one at present in a

condition, with

sales growing

yearly.

The

needlework industry, once important, has fallen to prac-

It was by convincing the common work-

men of the island that they must not continue to sell
their liberties to the moneyed interests that the new
party of Populares was able to control the vote in the
island legislature and put into action reforms which
stagnated

Munoz-Marin,

for years.

the new

leader, is

backed up by Governor Tugwell in what is known as
the Munoz-Tugwell Little New Deal. Their plans have
been bitterly criticized by the congressional committees
on insular affairs, apparently more interested in antiadministration politics than the welfare of Puerto Rico.
Tugwell’s opponents are aided by Bolivar Pagan, the
delegate

from

Puerto

Rico, who

serves on

the House

Committee and represents the sugar corporations,
wealthy farmers, large importers and the like, who lost

out in the 1940 election, and are seeking to prolong
their control.
In

1942,

Efforts were made to remove Tugwell.

however,

the Chavez

Investigating

Commit-

tee of the Senate presented a more fair report which
exonerated "Thigwell and rejected the claims that the
Puerto Rican Legislature was trying to do what was
unconstitutional.
But Puerto Rico has suffered all through these years
from inadequate measures in Washington. Now that

the general public has been aroused from indifference
(Continued

on Page 19)
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DEADLY

ENEMY

ularly, he knew in his own heart that his carelessness
had been the cause of his contracting malaria.
Quinine is the deadly enemy of malaria (as McCarthy later realized), but today our American supply is

@ By BERNARD PLOGMAN

limited because this precious liquid is obtained from
cinchona trees in Peru, Java, and India—places where
commerce is hazardous and lifelines weak. Our chemists, however, have discovered a substitute known as
atabrine, a derivative of coal-tar. In many ways atabrine
is more efficient and economical. One ton of atabrine
would be sufficient for 600,000 cases of the fever, while

How a soldier learned to take his medicine.

FEW MONTHS ago, on one of the small islands
of the Pacific, an American

soldier stood before

his detachment and took his bitter dose of quinine from
the bottle. Is that so unusual? Weil, here’s the story.

Each man on the island was given a quinine capsule
daily to ward off that dreaded disease, malaria. Private
McCarthy took his and smiled. When the captain left
he looked at the capsule. His smile melted to a sneer
as he grunted and tossed the medicine out of the window. “What good is that stuff?” he growled as he
leaned out of the window and carefu!ly buried the capsule in a small hole he had made with the butt of his

gun.
One day Private McCarthy did not take his capsule
smilingly. ‘This time he felt weak all over. Perhaps he
was getting a bad cold.
“Here’s your capsule, McCarthy,” cried the captain.
“Sure thing, sir,” McCarthy answered as he weakly
opened his hand to receive the medicine.
“Been taking yours regularly have you?” inquired the
captain.

“Why y-yes sir, what makes you ask?”
“Well, you look rather white. Perhaps you are being

overworked.”
“Oh, I feel all right, just a slight . . .”” and with that
he fell into the captain’s arms.
“Man, you haven’t got a slight cold, you have malaria
fever,” the captain shouted to the senseless man in his
arms.

Immediately Private McCarthy

was

rushed

to the

an equal amount of quinine could be
ooo cases. And atabrine can be made
coal-tar. The United States realizes
quinine and has tried to grow the
Puerto Rico.

used for only 30,as long as we have
the importance of
cinchona tree in

Now a word about the disease itself. Malaria is the
result of animal parasites living in the red blood corpuscles. The symptoms are, frequent attacks accompanied by chills, high fever and much sweating. The famous but insidious carrier we all know is the anopheles
mosquito. ‘The anopheles injects the animal parasites
into the blood.

The chemists will ask just what are the constituents
of the deadly enemy of malaria. This medicine is obtained from the cinchona bark. The bark is ground to
a No. 70 powder; that is, it is filtered through a screen

of seventy meshes to an inch, then mixed with one-third
of its weight of slaked lime. This is heated and boiled
in petroleum for five hours, after which the alkaloids
are dissolved in the petroleum and we have left quinine,
our finished product. Quinine sulfate is the salt generally used while acid hydrochlorate is the common dose
given.
Our jungle fighters now carry both quinine and atabrine capsules on their persons. They know only too
well how defenseless they may be made if attacked by
the treacherous anopheles. The development of the
“mosquito bomb” has also been effective in the battle
against malaria. It is a grenade-like case of iron loaded
with one pound of pyrethuine. The bomb contains a
refrigerating gas and it has a cap which, when opened,
expels a fine mist capable of killing every mosquito
within

150,000 cubic feet.

‘The army has good reason to fear malaria: it still remembers how a great British army was beaten by malaria in the

first World

War;

it still remembers

how

eighty-five per cent of its own men were brought down

physician who confirmed the Captain’s diagnosis. He
was confined to the infirmary for several weeks, and

by acute malaria in Bataan, and how more than fifty

through the attentive care of specially trained men and

Pacific contracted

women, was nursed back to health. Though the patient

columnist that the army is fighting and she is fighting

swore up and down

it with malaria’s most deadly enemy—quinine.
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that he had taken his capsules reg-

per cent of the men who first went to the Southwest
the disease. Malaria is another fifth

OTHER PEOPLE’S CHILDREN
® By Francis Hauc
An article with social implications.

HE children of other people have always attracted me. They have been as many magnets luring
me to the thrill of sociability. They have drawn me out
of myself, and have given me that indefinable sense of
belonging. This sense of belonging has made life easier,
for my burdens have never been entirely mine, but have
always been shared by other people’s children.
To me, as a child, the girl across the aisle or the boy

on the other end of the phone somehow possessed
breath-taking qualities. No matter how long | knew
them

or how

intimate we had

become,

Joe Harris or

Ellen McCoy always held for me the thrill of a new
discovery. “Red” Scanlan, whose very thoughts I presumably knew as if by rote, remains to this day an obscure page in my book of friendships. All of my friends
were more or less strangers to my imaginative self. I
associated with them an air of mystery, a nobility, a
good

nature, a sanctity,

if you

will, of human

appeal.

Although “Red” dried dishes just as [, his labor seemed
an art; mine was drudgery. Although I prided myself on
being kindly disposed, Ellen seemed sympathy o’erflowing. All the fineness, the magnanimity, the heroism
that most boys find in books, I found in other peoples’
children.
This attraction and mystery which others held for me
was not mere hero-worship. A worshiper never steps on
his idol’s clay feet. I did! I gave and took while in the
company of friends even more than in my own family,
if this were possible. Few practical jokes were unretaliated, repartee was never one-sided, and friction was
no stranger. No, I did not imagine my friends as sterling silver characters. I entertained very strong suspi-

cions (in trivial matters) that their clay extended beyond the feet, and in certain ones started from the top

and worked its way down. As I grew older and more
critical these suspicions became convictions, but one
delightful thing about these convictions: they merely

served as a light-and-shadow effect, supplying a strong
accentuation to the genuine goodness of other peoples’
children.
Not all the children of other people were equally
attractive, and even those who possessed natural or
supernatural charm were quite trying at times. No one
with whom I have split Milky Ways has so completely
satisfied my finical taste that he did not irk me in some
way or another. Perhaps he talked of himself when I
wanted to talk of myself, a failing quite common in this

inconsiderate age; perhaps he always had the right answer at the right time, and this IS irksome; or perhaps
he refused to see my pet jokes, especially those which I
had polished up over a period of some years. Often, of
course, these grievances of mine were biased and did
not spring from a real defect in other peoples’ children.
Of the real defects of my friends, those which corresponded to my own failings irritated me all the more
because they struck a kindred tone in my own personality. You will understand that I, too, was prone to
“damn to the depths” in others that which I coddled
in myself. At times, indeed, it was a relief to hide away
in the understanding of the family group (though my
most intimate loves and most solid pleasures never

really departed from here), but I have never felt the
slightest change “deep down things” because of the
irksomeness of others. And you know, too, that when
someone asks you what kind of friends were So and So,
and So and So, you do not remember their habit of
ridiculing your hair—though some may yearn for evei!
this recognition now—or their childish manner of wolfing food. You only remember how much fun you had

with those “other peoples’”’ children.
And so it goes. I could tell you how much idealism
I have garnered from other peoples’ children; how my
craving for companionship has been satisfied by other
peoples’ children; how my own failures have been
brought home to me by other peoples’ children; how
my entire life has reflected the influence of other peoples’ children. But I won’t. I know that you, too, are
co-partners in life with the children of other people and
live more fully because of their existence. And with
me I know that you, too, feel the desire, natural or
supernatural, to be something of a hero, an ideal, and

a support to other peoples’ children.
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KEEPING FAMILIES TOGETHER
@ By Marcaret

F’. BOLTON

An important role of the Social
Security Act.

()

NE of the most important problems of our home-

front in the time of war is to keep families together, and give mothers freedom to bring up their children with a minimum of worry. With the father gone
from the family through death or other separation, the
problem of keeping mothers with their children often
becomes very great. When it cannot be satisfactorily
solved, delinquency and the social breakdown which
occurs with delinquency, all too often are the results.
This problem is being diligently studied in Washington by the Social Security Board, whose duty it is to
administer the many divisions of the Social Security Act
and plan for future improvements.
Expansion proposals have been offered to Congress
both by the Social Security Board and by the authors
of the Wagner-Murray-Dingell bill, through which it is
intended that the present old-age and survivors insurance system will permit inclusion cf some 20,000,000
persons not now covered by the Act, such as farm and
household workers, employees of governmental and
non-profit organizations, and the self-employed.
The present social security law provides no protection against the hazards of illness and disability. Illness
or disability of a breadwinner often causes greater economic disaster to his family than death itself. Recog:
nizing this fact, both the Social Security Board’s recommendations and the Wagner-Murray-Dingell bill
would include protection against this hazard in the insurance provisions of the law.

‘The proposals would also increase the size of the
monthly insurance payments for the worker who retires
at the age of 65 or later, and would add insurance
against wage loss for the worker who becomes permanently disabled. ‘The retired worker’s wife would
receive benefits when she reaches 60, instead of 65 as
at present. Similarly the age of eligibility would be
lowered for women workers who are themselves entitled to retirement benefits and for widows of deceased wage earners. The worker’s young children and his
widow would be paid monthly benefits, as at present,
but the amount
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they would

receive is increased.

‘To the minds of many people the overshadowing
function of the Board is to administer the program of
insurance which provides monthly benefits to workers
when they retire at the age of 65. ‘they overlook the
important additional service it has been giving, since
the passage of the amended Social Security Act over
five years ago, that of keeping the family together.
By the end of March, 1944—the last date for which
complete figures were compiled—monthly — benefit
checks were going to 396,954 retired workers amounting to $9,278,890.00. But at the same time, 422,871
widows and children of deceased workers were also
receiving checks in the amount of $6,382,465.00.
Very frequently the wage earner himself, when he
makes his regular contributions for old-age and_survivors insurance, is unaware that the insurance also will
protect his widow and children if he dies, as well as
give him a monthly allowance if his life span extends
beyond 65 years.
Benefits to widows with children range from $12.50
a month to $85.00 a month.
‘The lowest figure is
based on a deceased husband’s earnings of $25.00 a
month and under for three years of coverage. But a
widow with three children may receive as much as
$55.00

a month,

for example,

if her husband

worked

for $100.00 a month in covered employment for ten
years. If he worked for five years, they would be en-

titled to $52.50 a month, and if he worked for three
years they would get $51.50 a month. The benefits
continue until the last child reaches the age of 18.
The widow then has to make her own way independent of old-age and survivors insurance until she
reaches 65, when she is entitled to a widow’s retirement benefit.

The Social Security Act provides for a still larger

group of dependent children, under the program of
Aid for Dependent Children. This program calls for
public assistance outside the old-age and survivors insurance

provisions.

It is not

a form

(Continued on Page 19)

of insurance
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THOSE WHO

WAIT
the U. S. O. dance at all, but how could she say so?

@ By PauLine WEIMERT

There wasn’t anywhere else for them to go.

A story with a patriotic touch.

OMEONE

slipped a nickel into the little wall box

and a muted voice in the rear of the Greek confectionery tried vainly to be heard above the shouting
Patrons — who were
of noisy and clamoring patrons.
soldiers there to see the girls and girls there to see the
soldiers. The door opened and shut ceaselessly to let
in new hordes of uniforms. The juke box played incessantly and Peg could catch only a note now and
then—something about white cliffs and bluebirds. She
frowned and sipped fiercely through her almost tattered straw—how could anyone concentrate with all
this hullabaloo—and she gave up trying to think of
anything, pulled the now dilapidated paper from her
coke, twisted it this way and that—“he loves me, he
not, he—”.

loves me

But even that couldn’t keep her

eyes off the limpid hands of the clock set in an oak
panel above the door. They had surely stopped dead
still at 9:50! She dropped her impatient eyes from
the dial, scornfully turned

All at

once the city seemed large and alien and she wanted to
be home in the little town upstate where she and Bob

her nose skyward

at a cor-

poral’s wink and went back to her chant, “He loves me
not, he loves—”” Would he never come? ‘Ten o'clock
he had written, she could see it just as plain—but oh
Time stand still—there he was, striding toward her,
smiling as ever and not changed at all except that he

had used to sit on her folk’s front porch and wish on

the evening star.

They would probably never do that again—well, at
least not for a long time, because some little slanteyed fellows had climbed over the fence into Uncle
Sam’s backyard and Bob was going to help put them
back into their kimonos and rickashas where they belonged. He had tried to enlist as soon as war was declared just as Peg had known he would. All Decem-

ber 8 she had kept thinking—all the while she had
pounded out meaningless letters on the typewriter, she
had kept saying a funny little prayer, “Please, God, I
know it’s not right, but I don’t want him to go.” He
was rejected then for some minor defect, but now, four

months later, the Air Corps had taken him gladly. And
Peg couldn’t help feeling resentful—what right had a
shrimp of a Jap who couldn’t even see straight to put
out of reach all those wishes she and Bob had hung on
the first star of night? ...and...
“Here we are,
again there were
forms. Bob took
the fringe of the

Peg,” jolted her back to earth, and
lights and music and too many uniher wrap and left her a moment at
dance floor, about which a line of

seemed taller and his shoulders a little broader in his

merrymakers was swinging the “La Conga.”

Air Corps uniform.

of the drums set her feet to doing a small version of
the steps. She wished she and Bob were in the laughing line; perhaps she could rid herself of this queer,
tight feeling in her throat, but when he came he didn’t

She had known just how fine he would look in it,
had planned how she would admire it, but now she
couldn’t say a word except such inane things as “I’m
glad to see you, Bob,” and “I thought you’d never
come.” They threaded their way through the jostling

youths.

As he paid the check the voice on the nickel-

odeon

started singing, faintly and far-away, “I Don’t

Want

to Walk

the way it was.

Without

You,”

and

she knew

that’s

All week she had thought so, but now

she was sure.
The door clicked shut on the music and laughter and
Main Street, glistening from the early evening shower,
lay ahead. Bob looked down at Peg and tucked her
hand under his arm. She wished she could say all the
things she had been thinking, but the week since he’d
gone out to the nearby Air Field seemed an eternity
and he was almost a stranger.
He began walking toward the YMCA right away . .
walk without my arm about you . . . the words of the

The beat

offer to join it, and looking at him she knew he felt
the same as she—there is so much to say and so little
time. After his month of quarantine he would be
sent—well, how could anyone dare guess where?—and
during these four weeks he could come in only for the
USO dances and an hour or so on Sunday morning.
The long hall and bright lights all dissolved then
into the olive drab of his jacket as he took her in his
arms for a waltz and she forgot everything except that

it was a year now that she had been dancing with Bob
and they
strains.
Bob how
most as

were as one person
She tried hard really
brave and gay she
heartily as everyone

moving to the rhythmic
to enioy herself to show
could be and laughed alelse at the antics of the

orchestra members shouting and clapping out “Deep
In the Heart of Texas.”

And they danced one num-

melody trailed Peg down the rain-streaked street and

ber. Bob had taught her and Peg loved it. Her feet
behaved wonderfully well and Bob’s eyes commended

just would

her for her smoothness.

not stop.

She didn’t really want

to go to
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He never had been one to talk much.
first thing she had noticed

That was the

or colonel, or whatever he was, was. saying goodnight
and the National Anthem choked in Peg’s throat.

that night at the skating

rink—a cold March night that made you glad the roller-

“Home

dome was indoors and warm and noisy. The organ was
playing for an Advance Skate—I’m Rollerskating on a

everyone was pushing, laughing and chattering out of
the hall. Somehow Bob managed to get her coat and
she slipped into it, heartsick at knowing he had to
leave in the trucks and could not even take her home.
And then it was that he swept her behind a pillar
and said, “Peg, it’ll be another week — but you will
come, won't you? And I'll call you and write you and
you write me. And,” he hesitated, frowned, then
he raised his chin a bit, “we're going to win this war,
you know.”
And with that he was gone.
But suddenly, Peg, standing there on the edge of
that frolicking group, wasn’t sad or resentful anymore.
The ache that had come to be part of her somewhere
back of her eyes had melted and a share of the steel
bravery in Bob’s tightened jawline and narrowed, determined eyes crept into its place. Hurrying down the

Rainbow—I’m

. . . and here came a

tall, blond

fellow

into whose arms she slipped as though she belonged
there. They glided in and out and about not saying a
word, but she was sorry when the whistle blew and the
boys were to advance again. Her next partner was
short and panted a bit as he laboriously pushed the

floor past his skates.

She watched the fellow ahead

gracefully taking the curves and envied the girl he
guided. But when the Advance had ended, the tall
Apollo, just as she had known he would, asked her to

“roll this one with me?” and she learned his name was
Bob.

Well,

it was

only

natural

somehow

that

he

should walk her home and hold her hand to keep it
warm and laugh at the blue muffler that she twined

around and around to shut out the wind.
angel, he’d said. My blue angel.

My blue

George Wash-

ington with the snowy wig and gentle manners—had

he ever called petite Martha queer little names that no
thing like war or the British or the foolhardy desires
sedate

minuet,

George
and,

twirled

when

no

and

dipped

one

was

her in a

looking,

laid

ever so lightly a kiss on her lips?
Martha, Martha, your lips—did they tremble when
the time drew near to say goodbye, and did you let him
ing courage to your own? Tell me... tell me... did
you let him know? Shall I let my soldier of the year
1944 know that my blood has turned to water and my

bravado is farce—I cannot let him go, Martha, I cannot let him go.

The trumpets blared and the drums

took

I

cannot...

Bob swung Peggy into the final dip and the room
settling down to a restless murmur was pierced alarm-

ingly by the thump of Peggy’s heart that sounded loud
and terrifying in her ears.

Bob stared at her, startled

at her pallor and wide-open eyes, and almost she told
him, almost she let him know—but a mighty crash of
cymbals brought everyone
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to attention and

the major,

blown

those handsome uniformed men were going to come
back because they were so quietly determined, because
they laughed, and because they could still clap during
“Deep In the Heart of Texas.”
She hummed to herself then and started thinking
about tomorrow—something she had not done for over
a week now—something she could not have done if Bob
thought she wanted to hear.

She knew he would miss her, that he loved her as

she loved him.

‘There was no use to plan ahead when

they both knew he had a job to do first; they would be
older and wiser and more likely to find happiness if
they waited until the Rising Sun had been set.
She didn’t want to “Walk without Him” no, but

up the

I cannot...

then

had used the soft, sad words of love that she had

know you could not live without his steady eyes speak-

chant .. . I cannot let him go...

And

glad, and that he was going to come back. That all of

one else ever had? Had they waltzed around and around
on the eve of some battle, avoiding all mention of anyHad

brave.

street, she noticed the rain clouds had all been

he once had been a soldier—and then, there was Mar-

of men?

for Bob was

away and the stars were diamond-headed pins holding
up a freshly rinsed sky; she thought to herself that
Bob’s words were like those stars—tiny silver lights in
a very black sky that she must keep her face turned
toward—“We’'re going to win this war.”
She blinked at the brightness of the bus as she got
on, and wanted to tell the driver and all the passengers
—wanted to open the windows and shout—that Bob
was I-A in the Army and she was at last proud and

Swinging away from Bob in the steps to the dance,
Peg’s glance caught a moment on a picture of George
Washington hung between two of the windows. And
his eyes were unwavering and his gaze serene. George
Washington, she thought, Father of our Country. And

tha, too, and they had been in love.

of the brave,”

she would for awhile and then when they walked to-

gether, it would be just that much more wonderful for
having waited.
And

now?

Well, there

was

that

sweater

she

had

started knitting and had neglected of late, and tomor-

row evening, the First Aid Class that she hadn’t wanted to attend

last week—oh

yes, Martha

Washington,

you and George and all our mighty forefathers did it
before, and

we—Bob

and

I and a hundred

million other Americans—we’ll do it again!

and

thirty

AUTUMN

SCENE

LAMENT

Softly curling, twining, wreathing,
Winds the heavy smoke of burning leaves,
Up into the blue of heaven,
Up into October’s bright sky.
All too soon the flame will sputter,
All too soon the smoky tendril vanish,

As the rains of wet November
Come

October’s beauty.
—SytviA HENDRICKS.

and drown

a a

(In

ON

THE

CAMPUS

the city they painted them
Solitary, silent,

Sheltered by the ancient trees,
Whipped by every
Transient breeze
He stands—
Sole survivor of a vanishing race.
There once was a time
When from his retreat
He watched his gay brothers
Guarding the street.

He saw then stand proudly

THE COMPLAINING PINE TREE
A pine tree stands on a lonely peak

Their colors so gay,
He looked on—helpless
As they passed away.

The pine tree sighs and begins to speak.

Now from his station
‘Twixt summer house and

Among the remnants of once green trees;
The pine tree moans in the gentle breeze;
“The trees around me are now asleep,
They sleep and dream in the winter night
Amid the leaves that were green and bright.

The leaves lie under the white snow deep.
“I wish that I were like other trees
Instead of one that must stay awake.

He

stands there—just

That

And let me sleep in the soft, cool breeze,

“But I am content my God to please.

I’m glad that I’m not like other trees.”
—FRANK JOGWICK.

25—te
IN

he’s still alive;

school days start and fond boy meets fair lass

Forgetting all the fun of summer

last,

It’s simply autumn in the air.

ALLEY

A street of dreams and rhapsodies
Is my Enchanted Alley;

A lane of lovely melodies
out an urban valley.

That

lane is full of tone;

A band of players out of sight;
Oh!—Tony’s saxophone!
And Himmelstreuben’s violin

I think is never sharp.
Should old Saint Peter let him
He'll never play the harp.

in,

Old Mrs. Tiggel’s clarinet
Is better left alone.

And when the song of crickets die away
And weary leaves no longer fight the breeze,
You realize it’s autumn in the air.

The

It soon gets colder then, and day by day,
Birds change their nests to those in southern trees
For autumn’s in the air.

But short-lived autumn

ENCHANTED

On any day (and in the night)

AIR

When the nights grow long and the morning grass
Is covered with a tinge of cleansing frost,
There’s autumn in the air.

When

McGary.

aj—te

From

THE

drive

grateful

For even though his brothers
Are jaundiced and dead
He—of all the fire plugs
Still remains red!
—Ritra

I wish that God my green leaves would take

AUTUMN

yellow)

And put an end to all the change it made;
Then men will say not fall but winter’s in the air.
—MatcoLtm

SMITH.

old soul,

I must

forget

You'll smile the while and bless the day
You

walked

in Music

Lane.

A street of dreams and rhapsodies
Is my

rapidly will fade,

dear

The bit I learned of tone.
But you must come and hear us play,
Each one his favored strain.

Enchanted

Alley;

A lane of lovely melodies
From out an urban valley.
—MicHaeL

MOAKLeEr.
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WELCOME

AND

New faculty members

AU

REVOIR

WE

for the coming school year

are the following: Lt. Col. Lloyd K. Hamilton, commandant of the military unit and professor of military

science and tactics.

Col. Hamilton came to the Uni-

versity in June from
‘Thomas

Garner,

Ohio

company

State University.
commander

Captain

of the ASTR,

came to the University from Fort Thomas, Kentucky.
Brother Frank Kelly, S.M., and Brother Donald Sullivan, S.M., both from the Cathedral Latin School in

Cleveland were assigned to the departments of chemistry and classical languages respectively. Brother Leonard

Mann,

S.M.,

from

Trinity

College,

Sioux

Iowa, is teaching in the department of physics.
Michael

was
Ohio

Bobal, S.M., of the department

given

leave of absence

State

University,

and

to do
Brother

City,

Brother

of chemistry

graduate
Anthony

work

at

Saletel,

S.M., professor of German was transferred to Chaminade High School, Mineola, Long Island. Mr. Louis
Rougier has resigned from his professorship in the
department of education to go into the business world.
Welcome to the new members of the faculty, and our

best wishes to those who have left the faculty.

‘The Exponent was begun in 1903, and

The University of Dayton began its ninety-fifth year
classes. The coeds have been with us for nine years and

this is the first time that the women students have outstudents, the margin, however, be-

ing slight. ‘The Army Specialized ‘Training Reserve is
represented at the University by 180 men. ‘The night
school attendance is 600. At the end of October the

University will offer thirty war training courses to the
citizens of Dayton. Every patriotic American citizen
is doing his bit to end the war and establish a lasting

‘The contribution of the University of Dayton

to the war effort is to send young men and women out

into the world equipped with a sound body, a trained
mind and a philosophy of life that teaches love
country, love of our fellow men and love of God.
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during the

Our sincerest welcome to the incoming freshman
class. We hope that your stay at the University of

with an enrollment of 380 civilian students in the day

peace.

HELP

ea—Sm
GREETINGS

ENROLLMENT

the men

YOUR

past forty-one years it has gone on its way in an unbroken succession of years of publication. During the
last World War there were trying times, and in the
present conflict we have been able to survive. ‘This
coming school year the staff and the printer do not
anticipate any serious trouble from the printer’s angle.
But the outlook from the point of view of the editorial
staff is not so bright. ‘The greater number of our dependable writers who worked last year graduated and
the junior and senior classes for this term are woefully
small. ‘The result is that we are sending out our call
for help. And the call goes out to all the students,
and that means all you freshmen and army men and
the whole student body. Write essays and stories and
verse. You will all be welcome in the pages of the
Exponent. Give your contribution to your teacher of
English or mark “Exponent” on the envelope and drop
it in the campus mail. The important thing is that
you write. We do not want the Exponent to die at the
early age of forty-one. We will appreciate your assistance very much.

25—te

numbered

NEED

of

Dayton will be very happy and profitable. You have
come from high schools where you were the proverbial
dignified senior and have entered a new kind of world,
a world where you begin as the lowly freshman. You
have noticed that there is not the same regimentation
in college life that there is in high school. The college
man and woman have the freedom of the campus between the classes; they may go to the lounge or the
library. What you do with your free time is your own
choice. But your success in your work at college will
depend on your hard work. Do not play around, wait-

ing for a future day to make your start.

Begin now,

study diligently, take part in the extra-curricular activi-

ties, and make as many friends at the University of
Dayton

success.

as you can.

Freshman,

we wish

you much

U.

D.

PRESIDENTS,

On August 14 in
presence of the Rev.
vincial superior of the
ciety of Mary, and the
George

J. Renneker,

NEW

AND

OLD

ALFRED

the University Chapel in the
Walter C. Tiredtin, S.M., proCincinnati Province of the Sofaculty of the University, Rev.

$.M.,

took

his oath

of office as

the twelfth president of the University of Dayton.
Father Renneker has been here at the University of
Dayton continuously for the past twenty-five years.

He was

ordained

in 1919 and all the years of his

priestly life have been devoted to the University. The
faculty and students and friends celebrated with him
his sacerdoatal silver jubilee this summer.
Father Renneker was born in Cincinnati and went
to St. Mary’s grade school in that city. He came to
Dayton in 1905 to join the Society of Mary and after
finishing his preparatory studies he taught school in
Baltimore, Hamilton, Ohio, and at the University of
Dayton. In 1915 he went to the University of Fribourg in Switzerland to study theology in preparation
for his ordination. He returned to the University of
Dayton in 1919 and was professor of history till
1924, when he was made vice-president and registrar,
the position he held till his appointment as president
this summer.

Father

Renneker,

because

of his long

tenure

of

office at the University, is well known to the faculty
and student body and alumni, and they all know that
he is well qualified for the position of president of the
University. ‘The Exponent in the name of the faculty
and the student body and the alumni offers congratulations

to Father

Renneker,

and we feel sure that we

can offer to him also the whole-hearted cooperation of
the faculty and student body and alumni.
A.

Elbert,

S.M., as the new president of the University.

Father

Renneker

succeeded

Rev.

John

Father

Elbert was president for six years, from 1938 to 1944.
He left the University in August to become professor
of philosophy at ‘Trinity College, Sioux City, Iowa, an
institution over which he served as president for six
years before coming to the University in 1938. During
his years of administration at the University Father
Elbert inaugurated the graduate school, the home
economics department, and teacher training for elementary schools. He will be remembered for a long
time at the University of Dayton as an excellent administrator and a scholarly president. The University
was fortunate to have a man of his energy and foresight in these trying days of war. We wish him much
happiness and success in his work at Trinity College

with his friend and colaborer of other days here at
the University, Father Francis Friedel, S.M., as _president.

E. SMITH

Al Smith was buried from St. Patrick’s Cathedral
in New York on Saturday, October 7th. His body
was viewed by thousands of New Yorkers as it lay
in state in the Cathedral before the funeral. This
was most appropriate because he was a real New
Yorker. His rise to success from the humble position of an East Side urchin to the governorship of the

state of New York and to the position of candidate
for the Presidency of the United States is typical
of what can happen in this country of ours. But his
rise was due particularly to his native ability and to
his sterling honesty and sincerity. Al Smith’s record
in politics is an exalted example to the youth of this
country that politics can be clean and honest. When
he was running for the presidency in 1928, he challenged the opposing party to go up to Albany and try
to find anything that would besmirch his record.
But strangely enough in 1928 the people would
not have Al Smith for their president. In those days
there was

talk of the

silent vote, but the silent

vote

was prompted by that ugly monster that we have with
us still, religious prejudice. ‘The Democratic South,
in their ignorance and bigotry, forgot their party lines
and went out and voted against Al Smith. This is a
sad case in our country and we have not conquered
religious intolerance yet. I am afraid that if another
Al Smith ran today he would meet the same fate.
‘The boys of all creeds die in Europe and in ‘the
Pacific today that the world might be free and here
in this land of liberty people go out and defeat honest
men at the polls because they are of a different religious faith. May God give us many more honest

men in politics like Al Smith and may He help us to
kill that monster of intolerance
through our country.

that is still stalking
3

ee
OUR FRONTISPIECE
Through the courtesy of the Marianist, a monthly
magazine published by the Society of Mary in Dayton, we are able to give to our readers this beautiful
picture of Our Lady. It is a reproduction of a painting made by Robert Heim, a scholastic at Holy Ghost
Mission Seminary, Norwalk, Connecticut, in response
to an appeal from Army Chaplain Paul Lippert,
C.S. SP. for a “pin-up” picture of the Blessed Virgin
for the men in his company overseas.
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EDITOR

ON

PEACE

It’s not an easy thing to “make peace”—it’s a more
difficult thing than to “create evil.” ‘That we are already finding out. The work at Dumbarton Oaks
marks the beginning of peace, the beginning of the
end to all wars. Certainly, I mean end. Enough of us
have grown more intelligent—intelligent enough at
least to rub our eyes open, awake from the sleep of isolationism and money-mongering and rise to our feet,
hoisting our arms as we rise. If arms have meant power to other nations then we must have learned by now
to use their mediums.
We can’t lose.We have everything behind us. We
have freedoms. We may plan and discuss. We have
the precedent, an example of another World War.

We know we must listen to the really great men and
recognize those who wish to block efforts to secure
world peace, guided by moneyed or selfish interests.
These are interests that would like to give a measure

of mercy to those who have shown no mercy and will

never do so, but who, nevertheless, might prove valuable later. ‘Those are horrible accusations to make of
Americans, but they must be made if we are not going
to pull the wool of soft-hearted peace over our eyes
again,

FLAG

...

Apa

Wilson

calls them

of “selfish

exponents

and autocratic powers.”

There’s been a lot of “flag-waving” lately — a lot
of talk about the “four freedoms.” Speakers have
been declaiming the marvels of our glorious land, telling us how wonderful it is. But we don’t need mighty
orations to prove to us that this is the greatest counry in the world—as far as we’re concerned!
Sometimes we wonder if these flag-wavers really
know America — all the little things that we know so
well. Perhaps they’ve forgotten these small unimportant details in a bright, blinding glow of patriotism.
Perhaps they've forgotten such things as the corner
drugstore where the kids all hang out; long, lazy summer afternoons in the sun at the pool; hot-dogs at the
football game; rides through crisp autumn evenings
with the smell of burning leaves in the air; a good-natured crowd doing last minute Christmas shopping.
Perhaps they have forgotten how exciting it is to get
up very early in the morning and watch the day wake
up and stretch itself, and how beautiful is new fallen,
unsullied snow.
No, we don’t need speeches and brass bands to tell
us about America — all those little everyday things we
know and love, they are America.

up

ejte

amongst

the really free and self-governed peoples of the world
such a concert of purposes and of action as will henceforth insure the observance of those principles.”
—A. K. B.
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CorrerRMAN.

Eprror’s Note: America is lovely music too, Mary,
like that you gave us in an assembly a few weeks ago.”

“Our object ... is to vindicate the principles of
peace and justice in the life of the world as against

selfish and autocratic power and to set

BomMrFrorp

WAVING

—Mary

Woodrow

Kay

Women

of

today,

who

are

the

mothers,

sisters,

wives, sweethearts of those who have given their lives
in this war, must know, as Lord Byron did, that “they
never fail who die in a great cause.”

THE

SOUNDS

OF

YESTERDAY

tical.

I have sat many afternoons in the garden thinking of
the days long passed. Often I can hear those days roll
by. Once again they come to life; once again I am
living in the years long since gone. I feel like a new
person, like someone

I’ve met, but never really known;

yet, when

everything

I dream

seems

clear.

There are noises of yesterday; some are soft and
some are loud, some are joyful and some are sad, but
all have their own beautiful or sinister meaning. I can
hear the laughter of children, the sighing of young
girls, the orchestra playing music for dancing; but all
too often I’ve heard the rumble of cannon, the screams

of dying men, and the sound of taps as evening falls
over a war-weary world. We have fought many wars,
too many. Men have died under the cannon fire,
machine gun rattle, and the bullet of a pistol. I have
heard the screeches of an old-time plane, the sound of

a ship blown

up from an unseen

sound of the
channel.

Big

Bertha

as

it belches

across

curse, terrible words, when a shot from the enemy
comes too close. I have heard the singing of soldiers
when they are on the march, when they are camping,
in Sunday morning services, when they are happy, as
well as sad, and always when they want to forget. The
sounds come closer and closer until I think I shall
not be able to stand it, then suddenly they are gone
and once again I am back in a war-weary world, but
the sounds, the horrible sounds, are far away.

—Dorotuy

KEeMPER.
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Going to college to get a bit of knowledge is the
last thought in the minds of some freshmen. To
them college life is one grand time with a few exams
now and then to take the joy out of their life. There
really isn’t enough time for them to take very many
subjects with all their extra-curricular activities; consequently they take the minimum requirements and
try to fit them in to suit their convenience. Eventually
they will find that they have been on the wrong track,
but as usual that will be too late to do anything
about it.
Overconfidence is sometimes
freshmen. They are so eager to
hours a day and carrying a full
seem too strenuous to them.

Many students have a lack of individuality, which
handicaps them. They are perfectly content to follow
the same course that an older brother has taken. Or
an emotional complex for entertaining subjects is
their distinct disadvantage. The policy of letting someone else do one’s thinking proves to be unsatisfactory.

As a result such students usually drop out of school
on their own

accord.

A happy medium is always preferred to extremes.
The student who achieves this will succeed. He will
have a well-rounded college life; consequently he will
make better grades, have more enjoyment, and get a
greater sense of personal satisfaction.
—Dorortuy E. Ciark.
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THE ANTIQUE SHOP

the

On the field I have heard men pray, not for themselves, but for their loved ones. I have heard men

the downfall of many
learn. Working eight
college course doesn’t
These students are to

be praised for their ambition, although it is imprac-

A nervous breakdown is the result of

such a strenuous course.

menace, and the

The sounds of the battlefield come so often. From
the time of Alexander to Roosevelt I can hear them.

FRESHMAN

Mentally this might be possible, but physically

it is impossible.

I strolled down the old street and was attracted by
an antique shop. I paused and entered . . . a bell mellowed by the dust of the crawling years rang richly.
The room was large and gray and exhaled the odor
of an old book. On the walls hung pictures of Jane
Seymour, Lucretia Borgia, Henry VIII and Pope
Leo X. There were chairs . . . Louis XIV,

Italian Ren-

aissance; an ivory bust of Cleopatra, and a thousand
other remnants of a glorious past.
It was

sad magnificence.

There

swords and daggers, ink wells.

were

wine

flasks,

Demi-tasse cups, were

still holding the romance of the years gone by when
they were delicately fingered by the full-busted, deepthroated dowagers with smooth hands, enameled pink
nails and glimmering diamonds.
The books, miniature Chinese idols and the candlesticks

were

sombre

loveliness.

I stopped at a golden

candelabra, that was dusty

and stained. Doubtless, these all had once been grand.

They had been held close by their owners through sorrows and joy. They have aged and endured to excellence. That, most probably, is the challenge, which

has and shall always bring durability to all splendid and
lovely things.
—ANNE

Matson.
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If future wars are to be avoided by the growth of
understanding and common unity, let’s start at home.
On our campus are the Interracial Study Group and

the International Relations Club. New members are
welcomed.
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The

U.

D.

Chapel,

1869-1944

A brief sketch of the history of the chapel.

TT

HE DIAMOND JUBILIEE services to com-

memorate the consecration of the University of
Dayton chapel, of the Immaculate Conception were
held June 25, 1944. Rev. John A. Ebert, S.M., past
president of the University was celebrant of the solemn high mass, assisted by Rev. George J. Renneker,
S.M., and Rev. Henry J. Kobe, $.M., as deacon and
sub-deacon, respectively. ‘The sermon was preached by
Father Elbert and the faculty choir, under the direction of Brother Thomas L. Poitras, S.M., sang the
mass. The summer-school student body and faculty
and many friends and alumni attended the services.

The chapel was consecrated on June 24, 1869, by
Archbishop John Baptist Purcell of Cincinnati, and it
is the only consecrated sacred edifice in the city of
Dayton. The twelve white marble Maltese crosses on
the walls of the chapel are signs of the consecration
of the chapel.
The first-members of the faculty of the University

of Dayton came to America from France in 1850 and
they settled on what is now the campus of the
University. They bought the property from a Mr.
Stuart and in time erected a building on the spot
that is now occupied by St. Joseph Hall. The first

chapel used by the teachers and students of those
early days was in the wing of this building. By the
end of the sixties this chapel was too small and
Brother Maximim Zehler, president of the school
(called at that time St. Mary’s Institute) decided to
build a new chapel. Construction began towdtds the
end of 1867 and the building was completed in 1869.
The chapel was placed on a spot very close close to

the Stuart mansion, the home of the family from
whom the first Brothers bought the property. It
might be interesting to remark that the original cost
of the chapel was about forty thousand dollars and

that considerably more than the original sum has been
spent on it since then.
The marble altars in use today are the ones installed in the beginning. The wooden superstructure
over the high altar with the niche for the statue of

the Patroness of the University was added about 1876.
The pulpit, now seldom used, was installed when the
church

was

built, and

the

first

communion

railing,

made of dark-stained wood was used till 1903 when
it was replaced by the present beautiful bronze and

onyx table, the gift of Brothers William and George
Ley.
An organ was installed when the chapel was built
and it did service for fifty-five years. The wind for
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the organ was supplied by a hand pump and the
pump was operated by the Young Marianist scholastics
of those days. Some of the present faculty men of
the University remember taking their turns at the
hand pump. Alas!
It happened some times that the
day-dreaming youth would fill up the bellows and
then forget to watch the marker. Suddenly the choir
would find itself without the aid of the organ in a
critical stage of the singing. This was the experience

of the writer of this article when we had the church
services before
S.M., Superior

the departure of Rev.
General of the Society

Joseph Hiss,
of Mary for

Belgium in 1908. The present organ was built in 1924
at the cost of fifteen thousand dollars. The greater
part of this amount was the salary of Brother Thomas
Poitras, organist at U. D. for the past thirty-five years,

for his work at Holy Rosary Church in Dayton over
a period of fifteen years. The windows that you see
in the chapel today are the original windows, installed
at a cost of about two thousand dollars.
Today we cannot say much that is very definite
about the decoration of 1869 but we do know that
the interior was completely painted in 1883, and this
decoration lasted till 1929.
However the original
frescoing was renewed in 1907. All that is left of
the original decorations today are the four paintings,
two on the ceiling and the other two above the side
altars. In 1929 the present decorations were painted
and the canvases of the Stations that were hung from
the walls in frames were glued to the walls. Until
1919 there was only one confessional and that was in
the corner under the clock. Confessions in the old
days were heard in the sacristy and behind temporary
confessionals in the sanctuary. The four confessionals
in use today were erected in 1919. The present heating and lighting systems were installed in 1929 when
the building was almost completely renewed interiorly
and that included a new floor and new pews.
The chapel on the campus of a Catholic University
is the central and the most important building. It is
the spiritual dynamo of the campus. It is the House
of the King under whose service the consecrated men
and women work for their own perfection and for
the salvation of all the students that attend the University. Here religious teachers come every morning
to replenish their strength and courage for the work
of the day and here too, come students, men and
women,

to thank

the Eucharistic

Lord

for the gift of

an education in a Catholic college, to pray for themselves and their families and the boys who are fighting
our battles in faraway places. The campus of a Catho-

lic college would indeed be a dreary place without the
House of the King.
A very handsome booklet to commemorate the diamond jubilee of the consecration of the chapel was
published during the summer months. If you did not

see it yet go down to the Albert Emmanuel Library
and ask the librarian for a copy. The book was editorially directed by Dr. William O. Wehrle, S.M.,
head of the Department of English, who wrote the
foreword,

and

Brother

Edward

Knust,

S.M.,

head

of

the Public Relations Division of the University, supervised the printing. Contributors are Rev. John A.
Elbert, S.M.; Rev. Charles Collins, S.M.; Rev. George
Renneker,

S.M.; Brother Elmer C. Lackner, S.M., and

Rev. Charles Preisinger, S.M. The booklet is beautifully illustrated. ‘The writer of this article is gratefully indebted to the “Historical Account of the University Chapel” by Brother Lackner appearing in the
booklet for the information in this article.

25—be
Right: A view of the chapel from the east
with St. Joseph’s Hall in the background
Below: A view of the chapel before 1929.
Note the frames for the stations
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VACATION

lazily across the sky. How close we are brought to
perfect happiness by watching the sky on a sleepy,
warm day.

@ By ALice SOUTHERN
Vacation days lead the writer into
some serious thinking.

A half hour

HAD just discovered there was a knack about taking a vacation. Here I was at a fine hotel overlooking the customary lake with the fishing boats

I

“Yep,

“That’s a good way to start a conversation for you
humans, talk about age. You're all plagued with the
idea of time. You're ruled by a little metal tyrant you
wear on your wrist, and a paper idol that hangs on the
wall.” He paused and sat his haunches squarely down
upon the grass a few feet away from me. I watched
his great amber eyes calmly survey the countryside. I
waited for him to go on, for I knew he was a dog who
had much to say.
“Your women fear time because it ravages their
beauty, and your men fear time because it brings disease and death.”
“You are making me ponder over things I would
rather not ponder over,” I said, but he made me
vaguely uneasy, because he was speaking a_ strange
truth. And as if reading my thoughts he said, “Might

tites, and the illnesses of their friends.

At the end of the fourth day I found myself roaming the premises like a lost soul on the shores of the

as well face it, and all other things.

this was the day I decided to take that

walk.
About a half mile distant a hedged lane ran into a
grove of trees. The day was hazy and warm and the
sun shone gently, and Nature seemed very near, nearer
than I had known her to be for many years. And I

had almost forgotten! It had been so long since that
a lost dream,

an old treasure.

and found

_ The ecstasy of walking with Nature—of enjoying the
earth and air and sky. How could I have forgotten!

- The*Inn and the fish and the women I had left behind—I was very happy.

Just at the approach into the

grove an arched stone bridge spanned

a stream.

I
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Some of you hu-

mans are silly, and some of your undertakings turn out
to be fiascos, tragic or comic.”
He was drawing me into his trend of thought now,
and I gave up trying to escape the inevitable. “Tell
me, for instance, what you feel is comic that I’d feel
as tragic.”

His big, solemn face looked down
teacher would a scholar,
sands of men are killing
you spend your precious
for, to kill off your own

upon me as a

and he said, “Every day thouoff other men, and every day
money which you live and die
kind. Some of you stand be-

fore the rest and speak words and phrases like patriotism, die for your

- abandoned myself to the greatness around me and laid

down on the bank and watched the white clouds drift

sar-

you are just a big dog—I don’t know how old you are.
May I see your teeth and then perhaps I can tell.”

I soon lost my appetite for food or for the place and
I began some serious introspection. Here, I told myself, were solid, normal people, the backbone of the
nation, at play. I wasn’t having a good time, I was
definitely miserable. They were all older than I, and
when I had engaged a few of the women in conversation they talked in deadly monotony of their domestic
activities, the idiosyncrasies of their husband’s appe-

~ remembered

just a big, old dog,” he repeated, with a

His attitude was rather discomforting, and I said,
“Well, I didn’t mean any offense, ‘Towser, after all

At 11:30 and 4:30 the men came back from the
lake, and the women would suddenly become animated
and expectant, which was a sign that soon a bell would
ring and that meant food. Just like Pavlov and his
dogs, I observed.

I had suddenly

I became

big, old dog.”

different dress. Then they would sit down again and
talk some more.

bliss of communion had come to me.

elapsed before

donic inflection in his words, and again he said, “just a

large abdomens and flabby muscles and white skin, and
their wives with new permanent waves and sun-specs
and bare legs with lumpy blue veins. Many of the men
fished all day and their wives sat on the large veranda
for endless hours and talked, but occasionally they
would rise and go into the hotel and reemerge in a

And

have

Come here, old boy, and let me pet you.”

moored at the pier. There were middle-aged men with

Styx.

must

aware that I was no longer alone. I raised my head and
turned face to face with a very large brown dog with
serious amber eyes. “Ha,” I cried, “just a big old dog.

cause.

country,

and

willing

to die for the

And some others pass laws that say you must

act as though you believe all the words—patriotism,
and

die for the cause, and

all the rest.

Your

race is

KEEPING

mixed up in their souls, which is a very bad way to be
mixed up, and we feel sorry for them. It will take a
long time for them to realize how far they've strayed
from the right way.”
“Yes, I see that you are right,” I said vapidly, “it’s
something we just go through, these wars all the time.”
“Ho!” he cried, cynically, “then consider your fears.
You are a fear-haunted species.” And then he added
warningly, “it’s getting worse, all the time. You grow
for about twenty years, then for about twenty or thirty
years you work your youth and vitality away, after
which you go into a long period of old age and debility
before you die. You wear yourselves out with worry
and ambition and self-inflicted tyrannies. You should
live much longer. Perhaps it will be that way in the
days to come. But that’s a long way off yet—a long,
long way off.”

He stretched his big body out on the grass and
looked at the busy stream.

I suddenly became tired of

the brute and his knowledge, and I cried rudely, “Don’t
talk this stuff to me anymore! I’m here to enjoy a
vacation. ‘T'wo years I’ve been in an office, and I want
to relax.”
I knew immediately that I had shown myself to be
completely ludicrous in this outburst.
I had dallied
under his strings like a puppet.

which the breadwinner during his lifetime makes contributions. But aid to dependent children consists of
outright

grants.

It not only is designed

home,

where

she can help

I held a handkerchief

to my

eyes and

sobbed for a moment, but I regained control of my
feelings and said, “Forgive me, it’s just that your truth

is sharp and it wounds quickly.”
I turned to apologize, but he had vanished as suddenly as he had appeared, and all that was left was the
stream, and the bridge, and the grove and the warm,
sleepy day.

bell.

educate

her children,

give

them encouragement, see that they are fed and clothed
properly and give them a good start in life.
As of last March 31, 1944, payments, out of Federal,
State and local funds, to 662,921 dependent children
amounted to $11,312,000.00

a month.

The amount of

payment in each case is determined by the applicant’s
need.
The Social Security Board realizes that these two
programs, as beneficial as they are—especially in times
of great instability such as these—have many short-

comings.
The

Board,

last year in its Eighth

made several recommendations
social security program. Many

Annual

Report,

for expansion of the
of the recommenda-

tions are contained in several bills, including the Wagner-Murray-Dingell Bill now in the Congress, which
are sponsored by many interested groups.
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and
new
bare

to provide

food, clothing, shelter and other necessities of life to
children, but is designed to keep broken homes together whenever possible—to keep the mother in the

The rest do not think,

“T’m leaving you!” I cried, and hot tears of anger
ran down my cheeks, “never speak to me again, you

evil dog!”

TOGETHER

(Continued from Page 8)

He watched me with an amused air, and then said.
“You are even more unfortunate than the rest because

you know what I say is true.
but you do.”

FAMILIES

started back to the hotel, bewildered and unhappy,
there upon the veranda sat the women with the
permanent waves and the sun-specs, and their
legs with the lumpy blue veins, waiting for the

RESULTS
IN

OF AMERICAN
PUERTO RICO

CONTROL

(Continued from Page 5)
by recent newspaper and magazine articles, perhaps
some more stable form of control will be set up. It has
been stated that the United States is the only colonial
power in the world that does not have some sort of
ministzy of colonies, headed by an officer of cabinet
rank; that congressmen are not equipped to pass on details of our relations with our possessions.
Governor Tugwell publicly stated (and the statement
was seconded by Bishop Willinger of Ponce) that the
conditions in the island are as bad as, if not worse than,
when the United States acquired it. However, it looks

as if the revolutionary period, politically and economically, through which Puerto Rico is passing, will cer-

tainly bring about an improvement in conditions.
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EMILY

DICKINSON
The Dickinson family was Calvinistic.

@ By Srantey MarrHews

to show herself as something

A brief appreciation of the New England poet.

When,

MILY DICKINSON has probably been the most
misunderstood character in the history of American literature. Sr. Mary James’ work is an attempt, and
an eminently successful one, to clear up some of the
misconceptions which surround this nineteenth century
poetess whose terseness is reminiscent of ‘Tacitus, and
“to place her in the main stream of Catholic poetry.”

histories

of literature,

and

her

critics

have

alter-

can,

refused

offers

radical.

that Christmas

would

be ob-

indeed,

be

no

doubt

about

that

interpretation

The only news I know
Is bulletins all day
From Immortality.
The only shows I see
Tomorrow and ‘Today
Perchance Eternity .. .
I hereby give myself to God.

of publication.

She voiced her sentiments in these lines:

religious

or when she wrote:

print; she preferred the Grecian ideal of “art for art’s
consistently

a

Our Lord thought no
Extravagance
To pay—a Cross.

nothing of her poetry was published during her lifetime,

and

of

1847, the directress of that

here:

though when, in 1924, a complete edition was issued,
her poems were well received. Emily did not write for
sake,”

Eve,

served as a fast day, Emily, with a sole comrade, raised
her voice in indignant opposition. Later she made a
formal break with Calvinism. Sr. Mary James interprets her spirit as decidedly Catholic in tone. ‘There

son’s life and personality have appeared in even standnately dubbed her “The New England Nun” and the
“Epigrammatic Walt Whitman.” Yet there are several
good reasons why Emily Dickinson and her work
found little sympathy for so long a time. Practically

on Christmas

institution announced

Absurd and conflicting reports about Emily Dickinard

As a student

in the Female Seminary at South Hadley, Emily began

or:

Publication is the auction
Of the mind of man
Poverty be justifying
For so foul a thing.

Given in marriage unto thee
Oh, thou, celestial host!
Bride of the Father and the Son,

Bride of the Holy Ghost.

Again, addressing her critic and friend, Colonel Hig-

ginson, she wrote in reply to his request for information
about herself:

She had a happy knack of drawing the supernatural
from the natural. Fr. Alfred Barrett, a poet in his own
right,

interprets,

in his foreword,

these

three lines of

Emily as a blessing of herself in metaphor:

I’m nobody, Who are you?
Are you nobody, too?

In the name

of the bee

And of the butterfly

How dreary to be somebody

And of the breeze.

How public, like a frog
To tell your name the livelong day
To an admiring bog!
Another reason for such misunderstanding of Emily
Dickinson is the fact that her last thirty-three years
were spent in complete seclusion. An unsympathetic

world chided “the shy little Amherst recluse.”

Her

strange withdrawal from society and her spirit of renunciation, which she immortalized in poetry, were roundly
ridiculed.

Renunciation
Is a piercing virtue
The letting go
A presence for an expectation—
Not now.
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Amen.

— “In the name of the bee,” the Father, Creator,
Maker; “And of the butterfly,” Jesus Christ “glorious,
bursting from death’s cocoon;” “and of the breeze,” the
Holy Spirit.
Conrad Aiken, discussing the poetry of Emily Dickinson, called it “perhaps the finest by a woman in the
English language.” Later, an English critic, commenting on Aiken’s statement, said: “I quarrel only with his

‘perhaps’.” In her penetrating study of the poetess,
Sister Mary James would add, and not without good
reason, “Catholic-minded” to that praise of the little
“Protestant who had ceased to protest.”
In the Name of the Bee,” Sr. Mary JAMrEs Power,
Sheed & Ward.

Potpourri.» FIRST

IMPRESSIONS

Although my first days at U. D. were accompanied
by the mixed emotions of wonderment, anxiety, depression and humor, certain things linger in my mind

more clearly than others: the worn condition of the
steps, the many facilities available on the campus, the
huge easy-swinging door to St. Mary’s Hall, the contrast evident when the precise, measured steps of the
orderly army cross the green, informal campus, a
campus which might easily fit into an English background, the shiny porcelain number plates on the
doors, and the picturesque rock by the sidewalk at the
north entrance. ‘These perhaps have no significance
but are merely first impressions.
—GRrANT

That first day at college was the beginning of an
entirely new phase of my life. When I arrived home
that night I felt that Marco Polo and I had a lot in
common. He told the people of Venice about China
and I told my family about U. D. I really considered
myself quite a personage, being a college student at
long last. I am still as enthusiastic as I was on the
first day, and I feel as proud of my U. D. freshman
cap as the King of England does of his crown. Yet,
I have discovered that there is a lot more than just
fun connected with college. I am determined to apply
myself and accumulate as much knowledge as | can
during these last four years of my school life.
—Parricia RALPH.

Dyer.

ALMA
Hey Freshie! Come here! This is one of the first
sounds we hear at college and we also learn that it
is wise to obey this command. It is really quite hard
to get used to being a measly freshman after being
a lordly senior. College is really much different from
high school. I never thought anything could be as
wonderful as high school but college is even better.
It is as if you had grown up overnight because you are

treated as if you are capable

of

managing

yourself.

Of course, college costs more. We used to ask dad
for ten dollars and now we ask him for one hundred
and ten.
—JrAN

LEBoeur.

From the first I was really thrilled by the idea that
I was becoming a student of a university. Now that
I have become acquainted with my teachers, the
buildings and my fellow students, I am even more
thrilled. College is everything that I had expected
it to be and more. I live at home but nevertheless
I feel more independent. That is rather funny though,
for

I am

not.

Then,

too,

I feel

more

grown-up.

I

have always been told that college does much for you
towards making you act your age. It is not so much
that

I “act”

older,

for that

would

be rather

hard

to

do during freshman activities, but I am sure that my
thoughts are becoming a little more mature. I have
been in college only a short time but I know that
I feel a little more responsible than I did the day I
enrolled. Most of all college has impressed me that
I must study, not only for myself but also for my parents who are sending me.
—YVONNE

JARVIS.

MATER

IN

BATTLE

GREY

The ivy-covered walls of the old Alma Mater, the
stirring scene of two teams meeting on the gridiron;
these and many other pictures flash before the old
alumnus when the word “college” is mentioned. ‘There
was a spirit which seemed to envelop the campus as
a blanket.

for good

‘That was the “old college spirit, do or die

old Siwash!”

The campus has changed now. The walks resound
to the measured tread of young soldiers, receiving
training to defend their country. ‘The stadium is silent
except for an occasional high school game. And in
the classroom, the professor notices many empty

places.

Some who sat in these places have given the

supreme sacrifice to their country; almost all of them
are in its service. All this runs through the mind of
the professor as he surveys his new class.
The old grads may deplore the situation, as may
others for that matter, but basically, the same spirit is
still present. ‘True, many of the frills and trimmings
have been stripped from college life, but even the
freshmen go about their studies with a determina-

tion to make the most of their opportunities.

They

realize that the privilege of receiving the light of edu-

cation in the world as it is now is priceless.
So, this is the college in wartime.

It may be a bit

subdued, decked in battle grey, as it were, yet underneath the external paint it is still the same vessel,

busily training the future captains of the world.
—Kinc
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I AM

A

FRESHMAN

Suddenly without warning the submarine fired two

I entered the University of Dayton with great
anxiety, high hopes and a rather vague feeling. As I
had worked in Detroit for two years and lived with

relatives, my father’s sudden offer of a college education

complicated

my

desire

for an

education

as

I

wondered whether I would be happier working where
I had made definite progress in business and the
world I had built for myself in Detroit, or, if I should
return home, give up my independence and _ take
full advantage of an opportunity I had only dreamed
of? These and many other thoughts entered my mind
before I made my final decision.
Descending on the University of Dayton was a
change in every way, and, although, I haven’t found
it difficult, it has been quite an adjustment. My first
reaction was to note the general carefree attitude that
prevails among students and not being used to their
conversations I felt out of place at first.

I am discovering the many things I forgot since last
attending school, but
trate in classes than
as I prize and value
and make a part of

I find it much easier to concenduring my previous school years
each piece of knowledge I retain
myself. It is a real joy to listen

to my professors’ lectures and follow their train of
thought, thus broadening my own outlook.
My outlook on college is one of eagerness, for each
new day is another adventure into the finer things
in life and I have the same refreshed feeling as if I
had attended an operetta or enjoyed some wholesome
pastime. I want soon to be on my own again, only
this time with a more complete education and a
broader outlook. I do not hope to be an A-scholar

but a still more interesting and understanding person.
My reaction to college in general is not one of many
social events but the enjoying more fully the satisfaction of finer things that come from within.
—BarparA RUTH JONES.
THE

CAPTAIN’S

DUTY

All was quiet aboard the U. S. S. Dearborn except

for the steady drone and occasional “chug-chugging”
of the ship’s machinery below deck. Suddenly the
sharp cry of the ship’s lookout from the “crow’s nest”
rent the brisk dawn air that had heretofore enveloped

the cruiser in a cloak of silence.
“Enemy submarine sighted off starboard bow.”
mediately the ship’s crew sprang into action.
warning bell clanged loudly and incessantly

Im‘The
until

nearly all the battle stations were manned.
The

Captain’s

voice

floated

over the loudspeaking system.

clearly and

distinctly

He had taken up his

station on the bridge with almost no protection from
the enemy’s fire.

torpedoes. One merely grazed the port bow of the
cruiser and the other one exploded amidship. The
Captain then gave the order to open fire from every
gun position which was still intact.
The sub fired a third torpedo, which hit the cruiser
near the port end, and then the sub surfaced to take
note of the damage it had caused. This presented
the target for which the gunners had been waiting.
‘The expertly-trained gun crews quickly found their
range and before the sub had time to submerge again
they had crippled her underwater mechanisms. Then,
seeing that escape via the underwater route was impossible, the sub swiftly tried to maneuver beyond the
range of the cruiser’s guns. Perceiving their plan of
action,

however,

the

gun

crews

aboard

twenty-two

cruiser

However, the damage inflicted by the sub upon the
cruiser was discovered to be beyond repair. As soon
as this fact was ascertained by the Captain, he gave
the order to abandon ship.

The lifeboats were lowered and all but one shoved
off into the vast expanse of water which surrounded

the ship. Although the ship was starting to sink, the
Captain remained on board assisting the wounded into
the last remaining lifeboat.
Finally all was in readiness for the Captain to cast
off in the lifeboat. But one of the sailors discovered

that the ropes of the lifeboat were fouled and it would
be necessary for someone to reboard the ship and cut
loose the lines. ‘This would release the boat but the
person who cut it loose would have to take his chances
on jumping into the water and swimming clear of the
suction which would be created when the ship went
down.
‘The Captain had the authority to say which of the
men would be appointed to go back on board ship
to cut the lines. But with only split seconds remaining in which to make his decision, he sprang lightly
to the deck of the cruiser himself. Quickly cutting the
fouled lines he lowered the lifeboat and the men
started to row away. Almost instantly the cruiser listed
to starboard and it sank beneath the water about the
same time that the Captain dove beneath the surface
of the water.

His frantic strokes were to no avail. ‘The water in
the area was quickly drawn

down

after the ship and

the Captain was sucked under by the violent swirling
of the water.
Of such

gallant

men

is

our

navy

composed.

We,

of the Air Corps, take off our hats in tribute to those
brave men
Navy.

who

“take them

over’—the
—Detpuos
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rained a final volley of ammunition upon the sub and
she sank to a watery grave.
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WILL

LEPANTO

BE

REPEATED?

“It was not generals, nor battalions,

brought us
Rosary.”

The solemn figure of Pope Pius V in his Dominican
white, knelt erectly before the altar of his private oratory. An October dawn was peering from beneath
night’s mantle which had enveloped it, trying to signal
the tired old man that his all-night vigil was about

Today
kneeling

victory;

another

but it was

solemn

in prayer before

nor

Our

figure,

also

a Vatican

arms

Lady

that

of the

in white,
altar.

is

Silently,

continually, he pleads with the Mother of God for
the preservation of Christianity through the medium

finished.

of a just and lasting peace.

During that night the saintly Pope had prayed that
the sea battle soon to be fought between the Christian
forces and the Turks would forever end the threat to
Christianity caused by the very presence of the Infidels
on the European Continent. Over and over again he

It is Pius XII, praying for the end of the present
world

conflict.

book,

Action

Archbishop
This

Spellman,

Day, that when

relates

he was

in his

in Rome,

fingered his beads, violently pleading with the Mother

the Holy Father in the evening stillness of his Chapel
would recite the beads, the Pope leading the prayers,

of Christianity to throw the odds with Don

the Archbishop

Austria,

leader

of the

Christian

John of

The Rosary has played a significant role in the present conflict. Millions of Catholic families gather every
evening in their homes to say the Rosary, petitioning
Heaven for a lasting peace and for the protection of

The growing naval power of the Mohammadens
had greatly concerned the Pontiff. He foresaw the

dangers which its presence in the Mediterranean would
cause, and, as a defensive measure,

encouraged

all the

their loved ones.

Christian nations of Europe to unite in a league that
would be prepared to defend
attack of the Turkish Navy.
nored. Only Venice, Genoa,
In these, rested the hope of a
On

October

7,

1571,

gether many

themselves against any
His petitions were igand Spain responded.
Christian victory.

sixty-five

thousand

as the

Don

John.

first shot

was

Legend

fired,

favorable to Don John’s
to his great advantage.

Undoubtedly,

soon

caused

menting defeat

victory

day to storm Heaven

the

wind,

until

immediately

men,

then

forces

to their enemy’s

to bow

where

the

inspired

many

in

our

own

peace, for Christianity, for Victory.
—CHARLES

MULCRONE.

un-

shifted

in

of Lepanto,

with Rosary after Rosary for

has it that as soon

cause,

the Turkish

the

ary-praying children has

a

Chesterton has immortalized the naval conflict in
his march-tempoed poem, Lepanto. In men and ships
both sides were about even, but the undaunted spirit
of Europe’s Last Knight coupled with the courageous
confidence which his men had in their fellow Christians back home praying the Rosary for a glorious victory,

The Living Rosary has banded to-

souls for the same devout purposes.

Mother of God showed herself favorable to her Ros-

armed with the Bread of Life and reciting the Rosary
went out to meet the foe at Lepanto under their
commander,

answering.

sea force.

CITY

Of treeless streets and not a tiny lawn.

My soul that loves a cherry tree enpearled
With snowy blossoms glowing in the dawn

strength.

recitation of the Beads during the Forty Hours Devotions held in all Catholic Churches. The sailors
themselves reverently prayed to the Queen of the
Rosary before starting out to battle, and continued the
recitation until general absolution had been given on

GARDENS

Last eve I wandered in a city world

tor-

Don John, victorious but humble, did not hesitate
to ascribe his triumph at Lepanto to the intercession
of Our Lady of the Rosary. Two years before the
actual fight at Lepanto in 1569, Pius V had appealed
to all Christendom to recite the Rosary for a Christian
victory. He had ordered public processions and the

Ca

Was
|

lonely mid the tenements.

And heartsick in a weary waste of noise,
I missed the country sounds and honeyed scents,
The sight of rosy maids and barefoot boys.

But I looked up at fire escapes abloom,
And window boxes cured the city ills.
My soul rejoiced to see above the gloom
The city gardens on the window sills.

—MicHaet MOAKLer.

each ship by a Chaplain. To their allies, shortly after
the victory of Lepanto, the Venetians Senators wrote:
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With

our big planes we blast the strongholds

A college education

of our

enemies.

aids the student to blast the strongholds of ignorance and prejudice.
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